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remark. I wish indeed that I had never heard it. For
at night time, when the great house slept, the boards
upon the little staircase would creak suddenly, one by
one, and the young man with his razor, his wild
eyes and his red questing lips, the mummy's claw,
Sekhmet, and even my friend the Kwakewlth totem,
would start prowling with wide but silent steps along
the corridors, searching for little boys who (without
a sound) could be squeezed and squashed into the
Black Hole; and then the lid could be put on; and
the young man with the razor would put one questing
eye against the bars of the window. . . .
' Miss Plimsoll!!!... Miss Plimsoll III'
Apart from these distressing objects, the Museum
was an interesting little room. In the centre was a
huge model of the Palace of Mandalay complete with
its outside walls and zarebas even down to the little
sentry boxes at the bridge and the bells which tinkled
upon the points of the eaves. One could tinkle them
with that otiose movement of the index which in
elderly persons is used during conversation to flick
the ash off a cigar. Then there was a model of a
temple at Rangoon executed in ivory (or it may have
been white pith) with a wealth of palm trees. In
cupboards along the wall were many dresses of various
origins, including the state robes of King Theebaw,
which were .almost entirely composed of golden
sequins. There was a collection of fans, powder-
flasks, and trumpets, much Egyptian pottery, a wasp's
nest of gigantic size, part of one of the ships of the
Spanish Armada which had been found in a bog, a
few bones of sorts, many coins, some Turkish pipe
stems, a set of mocassins (children size) some enamelled